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althoughhe was only sixty-six. Qui trop embrasse, mal ttreint.
Not that Abdul Hamid had ever indulged in excesses
like his predecessors. He had always been careful of his
health. In his younger days he had ridden magnificent
Arab stallions, carpentered, rowed on the artificial lake
of Yildiz Kiosk, studied zoology and black magic, and
had been so expert with a revolver that he rarely missed
a thrown orange. To-day he was still a skilful carver, and
a dead shot, but he worked so hard that he had few
amusements. The white odalisques from Georgia and
Gircassia who came as yearly tribute to the Palace were
neglected ; indeed, of late years he had discouraged the
supply of concubines, of whatever colour, deeming them
unsuitable for a modern monarch. The child beside him
this evening (whom he had seen dancing at his eldest
daughter's house) was no more to him than one of his
charming Angora cats.

Abruptly Abdul Hamid stopped playing and faced
round to the door with a jerk, his hand flying to the
pocket where he always kept a loaded revolver.

It was his Highness the Grand Eunuch, Djevher Agha,
Dar-us-sadet-us-skarif-aghassyt Guardian of the Gates of
Felicity, who had entered, and now advanced towards the
Sultan, bending his immense body almost double in loop
upon loop of low salaams.

Arrived at the correct distance from his master, he
stood with head abased, his innumerable chins melting
into a mountain of flesh. Incongruously, the hands that
were crossed upon his paunch were as thin-wristed as a
girl's. In them he held a document: an urgent despatch
no doubt, or he would not have ventured into the Little
Mabeyn at such an hour.